The Drums Beat the Retreat
inevitable end that in the eyes even of Frenchmen that
glory had begun to be dimmed. Instead of looking on him
as a dramatic figure, wits saw in him a subject for
lampoons. Ridicule not alone came from England but the
faubourgs. And on his very palace door, at the height
of the recent rejoicings, some one nailed a placard, "Fa-
Clique de Cires" which not only suggests a factory of
waxworks but, by grace of a pun, one of kings.
But still no king or private citizen in Europe dared
lampoon him to his face. The darts of ridicule were all
shot from the dark. Mindful of them, but disdainful, he
leaped into his carriage and galloped into Berlin. There,
too, a king dared not defy him to his teeth.
"Russia has broken her word, and you think to go
with Russia," he said to this king. "Very well; we will
not talk of perfidy. But consider this: I shall win, and
you might as well be on the winning side."
It was all very persuasive, and for the time Prussia and
his father-in-law threw in their fortunes with his. On the
banks of the Niemen gathered a hundred and fifty thou-
sand Germans from the Rhine, eighty thousand from Italy
under Prince Eugfene, sixty thousand Poles, fifty thou-
sand Austrians and Prussians, ninety thousand Portu-
guese, Spaniards, and Swiss, with two hundred thousand
of his French, all waiting the little man's word for the
long march to Moscow.
During the mobilization he had returned to the palace;
now all seemed ready, but one thing was missing. For
a time he could not think what it was. Then instinct sug-
gested it: the old God-speed on his journey, from a lady
older than he by seven years, light-hearted and frivolous
and at times extravagant, yet again so sweetly under-
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